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Hey there! 


Welcome to Colors of Despair: 
a Danganronpa fanzine that revolves around - you ሪፊ s y 
T it - ! er а 
guessed it - the theme of colors = መመረ ion прозата Vet nt 
This zine features characters from across the main 
games of the Danganronpa franchise in a variety 
of different hues, all coming together in a massively 


colorful collection. 


Thank you for supporting this project and for making 
all this possible. May your journey be a vibrant one. 


Without further ado, we hope to bring a despair- 
inducing splash of rainbow into your lives! 


Stay colorful, 
The DR COLORZINE Team 
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Written by Magi // Illustrated by Cheer 


збо Multihued Melody 


Music had a colorful pulse. 
With each key struck and each 
chord held. A colorful pulse 
that lit up her world. 


She had always loved 
playing the piano, but she 
especially loved how the 
vibrant, multihued melody 
would bring its own light to 
those who listened. It was a 
beauty that she helped create, 
weaving those notes and 
splashes of colors to make a 
rainbow of sounds. 


It made her happy. It made 
her unbearably happy when 
other people were happy, too. 


From an early age, Kaede 
knew what she wanted апа 
loved, and that was nothing 
short of a blessing. 


AL 


“If the notes are bursts of 
color as you say, then it’s like 
painting with sound!” Angie 
had exclaimed, clasping her 
hands together with a voice the 
same warm, vibrant color as 
the rising sun. “Then, Kaede, 
let’s create art truly divine 
together!” 


“You certainly are animated 
when youplay, Akamatsu-san,” 


Saihara had remarked, fiddling 
with his hands. Just as he 
often hid his gaze, his voice 
was akin to the dark blues of 
waters shrouded in shadow. 
“It’s like..." 


"Light! Like the blanket of 
stars in space!” Momota had 
finished, giving her quite 
the thumbs-up. Predictably, 
his voice was strong and 
deep—the shade of blue that 
stretched endlessly across 
the night sky. “You twinkle 
like the stars, Akamatsu.” 


“І don’t really understand 
it, but even I can sense the 
difference when you play,” 
Harukawa had muttered, 
tugging at her own hair. With 
how harsh she could be, it was 
no surprise her voice was often 
dyed the red of brimstone. 
"You get..annoyingly bright. 
When you play. Don’t your 


eyes hurt?" 
ROB ፡ 
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“Does it really hurt to see the 
world even more colorful 
than it already is?” Ouma had 
asked, arms spread out with 
a grin splitting his face. With 
a royal laugh, Ouma was 
dyed in violet, but the exact 
shade was as elusive as the 
speaker. “I wouldn't know 
because I see nothing but 
monochrome! What a lucky 
girl you are, Akamatsu-chan! 
Lucky, lucky! Ah, but that's 
a lie! I pity you for being so 
blinded by color all the time!" 


"If the world sounds as 
colorful as it looks, then I do 
hope you are taking it easy,” 
Amami had said, giving a 
smile that was downturned 
at the edges. His voice was 
the shade of green that one 
could hide themselves in. "As 
wonderful as it all is, it can 
be so easy to get consumed, 
Akamatsu-san." 


"But with how you 
play maybe you want to 
be consumed,  Akamatsu- 
san, Tsumugi had laughed, 
dazzling and yet unassuming. 
A plain blue, but one that 
complemented the world itself. 
“Youre always in a different 
world altogether. One you 
create. I envy that." 


Don't be so envious or 
admiring, she had thought. 
You all bring your own color. 


AL 


“Akamatsu-san, what’s 
it like? A projection? An 
association?” Kiibo was 


quite curious, eyes wide and 
childish. While surrounded 
by dilapidated walls and 
overgrown shrubbery, Kiibo 
was his own shade. Even his 
voice had that metallic sheen. 
“Even when I asked for Iruma- 
san’s help, I still could not 
fathom it.” 


"It's...?" She did think about 
it, and Kiibo looked so pleading 
that she couldn’t help but offer 
a reassuring smile. “Do you 
remember when Ouma-kun 
rigged up a bunch of so-called 
explosives?” 


“Yes, thatwashorrible!” Kiibo 
shuddered at the memory, and 
Kaede remembered it as well. 
Despite the tumultuousness of 
the time, it had been exciting, 
too. A pulse that shook the 
concert hall, in a manner 
of speaking. “What kind of 
person would even lie about 
something like that?! Ouma- 
kun is...awful! He’s awful.” 


Yes, he is. As positively as 
she could spin some things, 
she couldn't deny others. Even 
if it was to liven things up, that 
was still an inconsiderate way 
of going about it. Momota-kun 
and I scolded him until the sun 
went down. But... 


“The fireworks he set off... 
weren't they beautiful, too?” 


“Even so—!” Kiibo balked. 


“That’s what it’s like,” Kaede 
said. “Fireworks. Beautiful 
fireworks. Sometimes, being 
around you all is like watching 
fireworks. Chaotic and a little 
terrifying, but so vivacious 
and colorful and wonderful. 
Both the colors and sounds 
blend together to form an 
atmosphere where I feel alive.” 
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There was more to it, of 
course, but the technical and 
scientific explanations didn't 
matter as much as the feelings. 
Especially the way her heart 
swelled at how Kiibo lit up. 


NL 


She thought about playing 
a symphony. One that at first 
seems like a cacophonous 
jumble of sound and color 
before it all comes together. 
Harmonizing. 


The way we have. 
..but, Id probably have to 
adjust how I play to capture 


the feeling. ГІ start with 
something more...leggero? 


гаф. 


Light. Soft. Colors that 
are subdued and carefully 
restrained, like the soft grays 
and whites of clouds that blur 
into a bright blue sky. Or the 
softest blush that touches a 
lovestruck person's cheeks. 
Something like Liebestráume, 
maybe? 


Dreams, too, could be 
rhapsodies of seemingly 
mismatched elements that still 
flowed together. Sometimes, 
dreams could be cozy, letting 
a person wake up refreshed 
and content. She wanted to 
compose music like that. 


Each note a different hue, 
weaving together to create a 
rainbow. When she listened to 
her classmates’ voices, it was 
a similar sensation. They all 
projected color, and admittedly, 
it could sometimes be a little 
jarring. Even overwhelming. 


Still, she couldn’t imagine 
living any other way. More to it, 
she had gotten so accustomed 
to the others that she's glad 
they were the bunch she ended 
up with. Some of them could 
be difficult. Incredibly difficult, 
but—they were good people. 


As chaotically muddled as 
things got when caught in the 
midst, she also felt at ease 
when she saw their banters 
and listened to their laughter, 


the whole experience 
kaleidoscopic. Sparkling 
and beautiful, seemingly 
mismatched at  first—but 


coming together excellently. 


She'd love to recreate those 
colos with the piano and 
show the world someday. That 
would make everything even 
more radiant. 
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There’s a lovely little saying. 


Home is the starting place 
of love, hope, and dreams! A 
happy home makes for happy 
people! It is her duty as a love- 
love sensei to make sure her 
students are happy and full of 
love-love, hope, and dreamy 
dreams! 


She’s given an assignment 
and a role, and it’s one she is 
ready to embrace with open 
arms and hold in soft fluffy 
fluff and love-love. 


So, how to create a happy 
home that will make for happy 
people? 


There's many things to 
take into account, and Usami- 
sensei is all too happy to share 
them! 


yyy 


Its important to give 
growing children space 
to explore, but it's just as 
important to provide pockets 
of safe spaces as to not 
overwhelm them. 


When Usami furnishes 
the cottages, she definitely 


PRETTY UP PRISM 


wants them to be at their 

coziest and cuddliest. A nice 
place to settle and relax in, 
where all your troubles floated, 
floated away. 


With the vibrancy of the 
island, she had thought that the 
colors of the cottage interiors 
needed to be softer hues and 
shades. Something that lulled 
the eyes. Light colors akin to 
the soft pinks of tree blossoms. 


The world outside could 
be so dark. Wretched, even, in 
how shadows encompassed 
the sky. 


Her precious students 
needed the opposite of that, 
Usami was certain. Light 
colors—akin to the softest 
blues of a peacefully cloudy 
day! 


Right now, she can only ask 
the opinion of one Nanami- 
chan, so that’s the cottage she 
completes first. 


“Well... It’s very fluffy, I 
guess, but...” 


Usami was certain, so when 
Nanami blinks around her 
room blearily and doesn’t have 
much of a reaction beyond her 
usual demeanor—well! It’s just 
a tad bit disheartening. 


“Uu, is it not fluffy enough?” 
she wondered worriedly. “Goodness! 
Perhaps the hardwood floors are— 
toohard! I'll replace them with 
soft marshmallow carpet right 


“Um.” 


Nanami, drowsy а$ she 
was, still had the reflexes to 
gently grip the back of Usami's 
collar before she could flutter 
off. As ruffled as it made sensei, 
she of course still snapped to 
attention. 


“It’s more that...” She was 
patient, even when Nanami 
slowed and stuttered. “It’s...too 
fluffy, I think?” 


“Huwat?” 


Usami blinked. 


“Too fluffy-wuffy? There’s 
such a thing?” 


“Its... um.” Nanami shrugged. 
“Overwhelming, I guess? I 
think that, for instance...the 
hardwood floors are fine... But, 
when it comes to the bed...” 
She does look at the bed in 
question, which is puffed up 
and squishy. It’s also pinker 
than even Nanami’s cheeks 
when puffed out. “I think if I 
got in there, Га get swallowed 
up. Like— with Kirby.” 


"Kirby?!" Usami shrieked. 
"Is that some kind of horrible 
monster?!" 


“Um” Nanami shrugged 
again. “I don't think Kirby is 
bad. Probably not bad.” 


“Only probably?!” Usami 
whined. “Nanami-chan—do 
you really think your room is 
bad?! When you say too fluffy... 
is the color also...?" 


"Ті is a lot of pink, I guess,” 
Nanami admitted. “Why is 
there so much pink, Usami- 
chan? Does everyone have a 
room this pink?” 


Oh! | What a silly 
thought! So silly that 
Usami can't help but giggle. 


“Ehehe! Not the boys’ 
rooms! Pink isn't considered 
a very manly color, and I 
don't want them to get all 
embarrassed. There are other 
colors too, like...periwinkle and 
cream! Soft, squishy colors!" 


"I see. Um.” Nanami's head 
tilled to the side. "Anything 
else?" 


"Else? Hmm.” Usami did 
think aboutit. “Mellow yellows, 
maybe? And chartreuse, but I 
worry that’s too shiny.” 


“Too shiny, huh.” 


“So shiny it could be 
blinding! We don’t want that, 
Nanami-chan!” Usami huffed. 
“Maybe—lavender! Like the 
flower! Or cream? Or the color 
of sweet, chewy caramel?” 


"Thats, um.” Nanami 
fidgets. Her cheeks go puff- 
puff. “That’s a bit much, I 
think.” 


“Eh?” 


Usami was a stuffed toy full 
of fluff. Her soft heart was full 
of love. This could perhaps be 
overwhelming for her precious 
students, and the thought of 
that—it was just so sad! 


“My poor  students!!" 
she couldn't help but 
sob as Nanami shuffled 


uncomfortably. “S-Sensei will 
do everything she CAN for 
them! To make their lives 
here lovely, vibrant, and 
colorful! The soft, sweet kind 
of colorful!” 


Nanami makes alow sound. 


“But...maybe you shouldn't 
overdo it, Usami-chan?” 


“Overdo й HOOOOW?!" 


“От...” Nanami trailed off. 
“Maybe...less?” 


“Less of what?!” 


“Less... Less...” Nanami's soft, 
pink-cheeked face scrunched 
up. “Less like...we should ask.” 


“We should!” 
ууу 


“The interior of the cottages 
would be better suited with 
neutral designs as to not be 
off-putting.” 


Kirigiri-san is incredibly 
blunt. So blunt it’s almost 
traumatic, but Naegi-kun 
is chuckling weakly while 
rubbing at his neck. 


“Its not that I don't understand 
Usami-san’s feelings" he was 


saying. "But—those kids might 
not get it right away. They need 
to be...ushered in gently" 


"Pastel colors would 
unsettle them,” Kirigiri-san 
said. "As harsh as it sounds, 
you must not overdo it in your 
efforts to rehabilitate them." 


"L." Usami can't help but 
droop. “I understand...” 


“Usami-chan may пої 
have pastel furniture, but 
her feelings will be pastel, 
probably” Nanami offered 
helpfully. “So, um, let’s not 
ууотту too much. Our feelings 
matter most, Usami-chan.” 


“That’s right,” Naegi-kun 
agreed quickly. Even Kirigri- 
san nodded. 


“Feelings...that which are 
felt! Those are more important 
than just material! Yes!” Usami 
cheered. 


“No matter what the colors, 
pastel or neutral, this island 
will be a relaxing lovey-dovey 
vacation.” 


They'll spend peaceful and 
relaxing days nourishing hope 
and lazing about, free from 
pain, free from suffering... The 
flower of hope will achieve its 
fullbloom!I—I'llmakesureofit! 


"We're counting on you, 
sensei,” they were saying, and 
Nanami was offering a kind 
smile. 


Usami felt nothing but 
hope. 
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The car’s lid is busted, smoke 
pouring out the top in droves that 
make Tsumugi pinch her nose. 
Maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad 
if shed worn a jacket or something, 
but now the oil stains her dress in 
patchy spots that threaten nausea 
the more she thinks about them. 


Okay Shirogane, she thinks, 
hands propped firmly on her hips 
as she looks up and down the 
deserted expanse of highway, let's 
think rationally about this. 


What sort of director slash 
producer slash lead villain misses 
their own award's show ceremony? 


The answer, of course, is the 
sort that doesn't know how to 
drive. 


She sighs, then sighs harder as 
the bumper gives up the ghost and 
falls off the front, noisily clanging 
against the asphalt in a cacophony 
of metal and grease. If she wasn't 
already so resigned, she might've 
just cried right there. 


Itd be a headache to fix, not 
necessarily in terms of money 
(though God knows she was 
strapping for cash between the fact 
that she’d been unemployed for 
almost four years now) but rather 
in the absolute slog it’d be to even 
get permission to fix the paint job. 


Her car is special, see, not 
for the brand or anything but 
for the paint that shines off of it: 


Written by kiki / mocha 
Illustrated by Nahia 


bright ol’ ZFFIOFO, trademarked 
by  Danganronpa themselves. 


Thered been a whole media 
hullabaloo when they had first laid 
their claim, outbursts on how one 
couldn't copyright a color and self- 
righteous do-gooders proclaiming 
an intent to boycott the show 
when it was already giving up the 
ghost with its failure of a fifty-third 
season. Really, it had hardly made 
sense on Team Danganronpa’s 
part, simply a desperate attempt to 
clam up some more money before 
going under. 


But the result meant that she'd 
be as much up to her armpits 
in paperwork as she would be 
money, trying to jump through 
the legalities necessary to paint 
the car over. And all in the name 
of showing up to the party with a 
statement. Ugh. And now she was 
going to be late. 


She leans against the burning 
metal, brushing sweaty, matted 


hair from her eyes as she swipes 
across her phone's screen. Her 
contact list was already fairly short, 
and the actual list of people she 
could text was nonexistent. Really, 
the only person she could even 
think about talking to nowadays 
was Angie, and the girl was fast 
asleep on the other side of the 
world. Even if Shirogane had no 
qualms about waking her up, there 
wasn't much Angie could do about 
helping her get to the ceremony on 
time. 


Really, it’s probably not that 
big of a deal if she misses it- no, it 
definitely isn't a big deal. At least, 
not for those who invited her; sure, 
іга certainly be nice to have the 
final mastermind and lead writer 
of your last season present, but 
itd hardly matter when you had a 
dozen more from better reviewed 
seasons. The only person that’d be 
hurting from it was her. 


Shirogane sighs through her 
teeth, letting her knees buckle out 
from under her as she slides down 
the side of the car, head falling 
into her lap. She estimates how 
many snide comments she'll get 
from fans who claimed she was 
too afraid to show her face when 
she decided to hateread Twitter 
later, something she had promised 
her therapist she’d hold off on but 
couldn’t quite keep away from. No 
less than seventy-three, surely- 


“Hey,” says someone from the 
car that’s pulled up beside her, “are 
you, like, gonna throw up?” 


HHH 


“Pm surprised you didn’t 
just spit on me as you drove by,” 
Shirogane hums, trying to rub out 
the oil stains as best she could with 
the baby wipes Akamatsu had had 
in her glove compartment. All the 
other girl does is snort. 


“That'd be an impressive feat, 
huh,” Akamatsu notes, and when 
Shirogane blinks, “like, genuinely. 
Have you ever tried aiming your 
spit? The trajectory is way lower 
than you'd expect, and if the wind 
isn't goin' your way you're honestly 
just gonna spit up on yourself-" 


"I didnt mean literally,” 
Shirogane breathes, rubbing her 
temples. "I just- You shouldn't 
have picked me up, is my point." 


"Why?" Akamatsu tilts her 
head. "Do you have rabies? In 
which case, yeah, I definitely 
should have left you on the curb.” 


“Well,” says Shirogane, “I killed 


you. 


Akamatsu glances sideways, 
then slowly looks back towards the 
road, gaze as long and heavy as a 
lighthouse beam. “Ooooh-kaaay,” 
she says, "so right now, we're in 
the afterlife, and I’m a ghost and 
you're either one too or an esper.” 


“You know what I mean,’ 
Shirogane hisses. 


“No, frankly, I don't," Akamatsu 
hums. “I’m not dead, so you 
couldn't have killed me. Sure, you 
got me executed for a crime you 
committed in a Virtual Reality 
world, but that has as much gravity 
as throwing sus on me in some 
sort of video game.” 


“A video game where you think 
everything that’s happening there 
is real.” 


“But you didn't.” 
“But you did!” 


"So it was only half-real.” 
Akamatsu wiggles her hand in the 
air. “Totally fine in my eyes.” 


Shirogane clicks her tongue, 
dubbing the conversation a lost 
cause. Instead, she props her 
chin up on the palm of her hand, 
looking out the window, the car's 
interior, Akamatsu- 


"Wait, says Shirogane, "your 
shoes.” 


“Mm? Oh, do you like them?” 
Akamatsu lifts one of them up and 
across her leg, which is definitely 
not a good idea when driving 
anywhere, let alone in the middle 
of the desert when they were 
driving far above the speed limit, 
“І painted them myself. You have 
nooo idea how hard it was to find 
nail polish in this shade-” 


“Yes, because it’s illegal for that 
color to be distributed anymore,” 
says  Shirogane, “as wearing 
it anywhere is a prosecutable 
offense" Akamatsu blows a 


raspberry at her. 


“Prosecutable, shmursecutable,’ 
she huffs. “Hot pink shoes are, 
well, hot. If people throw a fit about 
how good I look in it they just have 
to suck it.” 


“That’s all that color means to 
you?” Shirogane asks, somewhat 
incredulous despite it all. “You 


were designed to complement that 
shade perfectly- pink from head to 
toe. Does it really not...” 


She bites her tongue. Akamatsu 
is silent, and for a moment 
Shirogane feels as if she's gone too 
far before Akamatsu goes, "It didn't 
look that way to me.” 


Shirogane startles. "Р-рагдоп?" 


“Tt was red for те” Akamatsu 
reasons, hands trailing down the 
sides of the wheel. “My ‘color 
scheme’ wasnt complimenting 
anything. Maybe to all of those 
outside, when it’d been edited to 
hell and back, but.” She shrugs. 
"Amami's head wasn’t caked with 
pepto bismol, ГЇЇ tell you that 
much.” 


Shirogane blinks. “So it does 
matter.” 


"Eh" Akamatsu shrugs. “I 
just wanted to point out the irony 
in the fact that the person you 
designed something for can’t even 
appreciate it.” 


Shirogane bites her lip. Then, “I 
don’t understand your argument, 
then.” 


“Oh?” Akamatsu raises an 
eyebrow, but keeps her eyes on the 
road. “What about it? 


“You say it didn’t matter that I 
killed you, because it wasn't ‘real’ in 
the game,” Shirogane says slowly, 
“but you care about differences 
like ‘whether the blood was pink or 
red”. Isn't that contradictory?" 


“Hm,” Akamatsu pops her lips, 
then doesn’t speak. The silence 
between them stretches on long 
enough that Shirogane thinks she 
might’ve missed the response or 
something before she continues, 
“Т guess it’s because one matters to 
me more than the other.” 


Shirogane squints. “The fact 
that I’ve killed you means less than 
the fact that you saw red blood?” 


“If you phrase it like that it 
sounds dumb,’ Akamatsu rolls 
her eyes, “but it’s not... like that. 
It’s more like. Hm.” She tilts her 
head. “Like... a validation of my 
experiences? I know that sounds 
dumb,” she laughs, “but... I guess 
my point is I can forgive, or rather 
‘not care’, but I don’t want things to 
be forgotten.” 


The response is so strangely 
sentimental from a person like 
Akamatsu that Shirogane doesn't 
know quite how to respond. She 
says, “Oh.” 


"Pink is a cute color," Akamatsu 
Says, "it's stylish. Red can be stylish, 
too, but not if it's on a corpse. That's 
gross and painful and too to-the- 
point. I didn't actually die. I just got 
scared for a bit and woke up. But;" 
she glances over, "I thought other 
people died. And people thought 
I died. I want that much to be 
remembered." 


Akamatsu's photographed very 
carefully at the ceremony, camera's 
focusing on the bust and up 
and every group picture she's 
in is either cropped or slapped 
with enough overlays that the 
color isn't recognizable anymore. 


There's a fuss in the silent type, 
with raised eyebrows and avoided 
conversations, the kind of drama 
that Akamatsu laughs at so freely 
it makes Shirogane jealous. 


Shirogane isn't the sort of 
person to be nihilistic enough to 
look around at everyone else and 
think that all of them, in their 
situation appropriate attire and 
mannerisms, are somehow lesser 
than the two of them sitting here. 
Surely, Shirogane's the same as the 
rest of them, and maybe there isn't 
an inherent harm in that. 


"So?" asks Akamatsu when 
they sit down at their table on the 
exhibition floor, feet propped up 
at an angle that makes her shoes 
impossible to ignore, “you're 
enjoying yourself, right?" 


And Shirogane, of course, can't 
deny it. 


how to bake a battered heart (3 easy steps) 


Written by ixcarus // Illustrated by seluniii 


Maki Harukawa likes to think 
she's pretty good with her 
hands. 


She's grappled with dozens 
of different knives before, the 
weight of a blade achingly 
familiar in her calloused hands. 
Her fingers have found a home 
in between almost every trigger, 
have been scarred and burned 
and left bleeding—have felt 
the very life of a human being 
slip through them. She's always 
been a pillar; beaten, battered, 
but still standing, if not by her 
own will then by the smiles of 
those she's sworn to protect. 


Despite this, Maki finds 
herself faltering. 


“We only need about half a 
cups worth,” A voice calls, as 
if sensing Maki's hesitance. 
Makis gaze turns ever so 
slightly to Kirumi Tojo, who's 
carefully measuring out sugar 
at the counter right over. 


The kitchen at the 
Ultimate Academy for Gifted 
Juveniles is surprisingly well 
equipped, considering their 
circumstances. Underneath the 
initial layer of dust and foliage 
that had covered the entire 
school had been an astounding 
variety of kitchen supplies—or 


so, Maki's been told. She doesn't 
really care, and honestly never 
has, although now there's a 
small part of her that regrets it. 


She feels horribly out of place 
here. Like a puzzle piece that's 
been forced where it doesn't 
belong, all crumpled and 
bent and awkward as she 
wonders if there's a way to 
mess this up, somehow. 
And there might have 
been a time when Maki 
did this often, with 
faces that are sure 
to have changed by 
now, in a little run- 
down kitchen in 
a little run-down 
building, but the 
memory is 80 
faint and distant 
that she can’t even 
recall the way 
she must have 
smiled. 


With a forced 
precision, Maki | 
brings down 44 
the knife and 
cleanly cuts Ше 
pomegranate 
in front of 
her into two. 


Макі isn’t sure, 
she’s been roped 
anyways. 
ised Kirumi hasn't 


ntaro, or hell, even some 
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the other students, or interact 
with them at all, really. 


But Kirumi had picked her, 
for whatever reason, and a part 
of her regrets accepting the 
request for help. Her eyes once 
again sweep to the maid, who's 
working with calm and poise. 
Ever-perfect in her movements, 
not a single breath wasted. The 
exact opposite of Maki. 


Maki bites her lips, bringing 
herself back to the task 
N at hand. Just get 
ARR half а cup, she 
М reminds herself, 
looking down at 
the pomegranate 
in her hands. 


Removingthe 
pomegranate 
seeds from the fruit is... messy 
work, for lack of a better term. 
The juice instantly drips down 
her fingers as they go pitter- 
patter into the bowl below, and 


Kaede, or composed like wit 


she belatedly wonders if there’s 
a better way. to go about this. 


(And for a second, she swears 
she’s grasping against flesh; 
fingers stained with carmine, 

1e's seized her heart and cut 
to pieces, punctured veins 
1 her nails. Every seed 
that falls, every drop of blood 
she’s spilled, every life she’s 
taken, swallowed, is just 
another self-inflicted 
wound to pick at. A 
lifelong sentence 
of rust and decay 
and an aching 
loneliness that | 
won't leave, not 
for as long as 
her hands 
have known 
death. 


Her body is a delicacy, ready 
to serve on a platter for the 
Holy Salvation Society as their 
perfect weapon. 


Because there is no Maki 
Harukawa that exists as just 
herself; she's honed herself 
down to the bare essentials, 
has scrubbed away at herself 
until theres nothing left but 
trained muscle and sinew and 
blood. A physical body with 
no soul, a puppet on strings, 
a pomegranate without its 
seeds— empty. 


All so that those kids might 
have a chance at growing up 


happy. 


Did it really matter that their 
happiness came at the cost of 
blood on Makis hands? That 


she's had to cut away at a 
art of herself? That she can't 
elp but feel that loss deeply 

now, staring at her cherry- 

stained hands. That she doesn't 
remember the last time she 
ever tasted something sweet. 


..Sometimes, Maki wonders.) 
"Is everything alright?" 


Startled, Maki 
ends up almost 
dropping the 
fruit in her 
hands. Kirumi 
smiles at her 
kindly, and all she 
can do is give her a 
stiff nod in response. 


“Then, let us 
continue with the 
chocolate crust—” 


“Why me?” 


Maki feels herself flush 
for interrupting, but Kirumi 
doesnt even flinch at the 
question. She simply tilts her 
head, as if she has yet to give it 
much thought. “I assumed that 
as the ultimate child caregiver, 
youd have some experience 
with this sort of activity. Unless 
I was incorrect...?" 


She swallows, feeling her 
heartbeat increase at Kirumi's 
inquisitive gaze. The maid has 
always been particularly keen, 
and for a horrid moment, Maki 
wonders if this has been a 
test all along. Perhaps Kirumi 
knows that Maki has been 
faking her talent and can see 


t her like glass— 
ked inside, and knows t 
there's nothing good in 


tendency t 
diligent | 


graceful person. Perh 
bit prickly if one tries to | 
close... but even so 
Kirumi goes 

Maki directly in 
act as if you hc 

fight for. I ad: 


You dont know me, she 
thinks, a strange vitriol bubbling 
under her skin, as if you cou 
ever understand. 


(She opens her mouth— 


with her hair. 


5 a bittersweet feeling 

er chest, Maki finds 
f unable to offer more 
her fingers 


the truth— 


—She remembers the 
summer evenings spent with 
the other children, running 
along the fireflies and the 
setting sun. She remembers 
the warmth of a hand, a 
smile against the heat-haze 
background, the innocence 
that was so quickly taken away 
from her, the embers she wants 
to protect for all the others. 


She remembers why she’s 
made it this far, why she stands 
here as the ultimate assassin 
in hiding. And Maki thinks 
that maybe, her false title of 
ultimate child caregiver isn’t so 
far off from the truth after all. 
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“Eh... hey, Kirumi, are the 
tarts ready yet? I’m hungry and 
I sorta promised Tenko that 
we'd eat them together and she 
hasn't stopped bothering me 
about— oh.” 


Himiko's low, drawling voice 
comes from the entrance of 
е kitchen, startling Maki. She 
hadn't been expecting the self- 
laimed mage to appear, 


d i - seems that Himiko is 


surprised to see her as well. 


knows because, well, 


E 11] iko tells her exactly that. 


“You're not alone sulking 
in your room,” she stage- 
whispers, wide eyed, and Maki 
sends her a glare hard enough 
to have her recoiling. 


"Maki has been helping 
me all day" Kirumi answers, 
smiling at Himiko as if to 
assuage her. "The tarts should 
be ready soon enough. Would 
you like to come and see?" 


At that, Himiko brightens 
considerably, completely ne 
about Makibeingthere as well. 
Shebounces overtothecounter, 
where there are sixteen little 
chocolate pomegranate tarts 
lined up on a cooling rack, half 
with a perfect ganache drizzle 
and the other half with a rather 
sad sprinkling of chocolate. 


Well. Maki had tried. 


Himiko, thankfully, doesn't 
seem to mind the messy 
presentation and instead reaches 
for one excitedly, shoveling it 
into her mouth before Maki can 
think to berate her. 


“It's delicious!” She giggles 
out, although through the food 
it comes out more like, ‘Ish 
delishush!” 


“Please do not speak with 
your mouth full,” Kirumi says 
tiredly, already holding out a 
handkerchief for Himiko. Despite 
the way she unashamedly is 
smiling, still with her mouth full, 
Maki finds herself feeling fond 
rather than annoyed. 


“Feel free to try one yourself,” 
Kirumi continues kindly, 
pushing the tarts towards Maki. 
And she had been planning to 
leave as soon as the task was 
done, and the excuse of feeling 
tired or not liking sweets (both 
lies) is already on the tip of her 
tongue, but she finds herself 
reaching out instead. 


Maki brings the tart to her lips, 
taking a bite, and— and flavor 
bursts in her mouth, the sharp, 
fruity tang and deep chocolate 
melting on her tongue. It washes 
over her like a low-rising heat, a 
gentle hearth, a piece of the sun 
itself condensed into this 4-inch 
dessert. 
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his second-grade classroom 
is decently sized and modern. 
its mid-morning - the 
sunlight beams through the 
floor-to-ceiling windows and 
casts golden streaks across 
the floor. hajime’s classmates 
are agitated in the way kids 
are when they know they've 
a good few hours to go before 
lunch. they're coloring lineart 
of picturesque landscapes 
printed onto thin copy paper. 


he picks up a few crayons he 
deems suitable for the leaves 
of the black-and-white forest 
laid out in front of him and 
flips them around between 
his jittery fingers, reading the 
shade names over and over 
in his head. vivid tangerine. 
copper. atomic orange. 


hes not exceptionally 
smart. average on school 
reports, scrawled could do 
betters in red pen across every 
sheet he hands in, though 
coloring autumn forests and 
lining up numbers from 
smallest to biggest is far from 
a pinpoint accurate way to test 
intelligence. ‘not the brightest, 
according to teachers, as they 
stage-whisper to his parents 
when they know full well he's 
listening. whatever. 
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maybe that’s what's stopping 
him from understanding the 
reasoning behind giving such 
extravagant names to such 
mundane sticks of wax. 


he picks one up, even so, 
and presses  vivid-atomic- 
copper-tangerine-orange 
against the thin white paper, 
coating the foliage atop thick- 
lined branches. 


the huge maple tree outside 
the window that shadows the 
school courtyard catches his 
eye and he stares at its leaves, 
falling slowly to coat the paved 
floor. 


they're orange. 


not atomic 
by any means, 
and copper is 
a stretch. the 
mandarin 
orange stuffed 
haphazardly into 
his bento is far 
from vivid. the color is 
commonplace. he sees 
it every day, and every 
day it is the same. it 
doesn't deserve the 
elaboration. 


the edge of the crayon 
snaps off with the 
overabundance of pressure 
he didn't realise e was 


applying. his teacher glances 
up at the noise and shakes her 
head, picking the remnants 
of the wax up between two 
perfectly manicured fingers 
and scolding ‘you really must 
be more careful, hinata. 


he decides maybe the leaves 
are better green. 
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his days оп the island pass 
swiftly and almost identically. 
every morning he drags himself 
out of bed and to the hotel 
restaurant, ready to sample 
whatever teruteru has laid out 
that day, and then he picks 
a random island and spends 
a good few hours walking 
around and seeing what new 
details he can pick up on that 
he’s somehow missed before. 


evenings are for walks on 
the beach - and, he admits 
to himself reluctantly, self- 
reflection, though he’d rather 
die than own up to being 
so pretentious out loud. 
sometimes he’ll take one of 
the bright obnoxious hotel- 
branded beach towels for a 
makeshift picnic; sometimes, 
as today, he’ll just lay on the 
sand, back scalded, staring 
at the shapeless clouds and 
zoning out. 


it’s hot on his skin, and the 
sea breeze doesn't do much 


to cool him down. he's not 
entirely sure what time it is - 
it gets dark late, and the sun is 
only just setting. the incessant 
brightness of summer is 
disconcerting, it throws him 
off his rhythm. he's always 
been a late-november-early- 
december kind of man, has 
felt more at home on shorter, 
darker days since childhood. 


his arms are scratched and 
burning slightly, and he sits 
stark upright after a while, 
trying to shake off the sand. it's 
grounding, it pulls him back, 
and he thinks himself stupid 
for having gotten lost in any 
form of cloudy dreamland in 
which he's more than a boy lay 
on a beach. 


no dreamland has ever really 
held much appeal, anyway - 
he's generally the token realist 
of whatever friendship group 
he manages to worm his way 
into. he's not one to think in 
optimist-pessimist halves; his 
glass is just a glass. it holds 
however much orange juice is 
leftin the carton after everyone 
else is done - never enough to 
quench his thirst, but always 
enough to wash down his 
breakfast. 


he's been sitting on the 
beach for a good hour, 
idle hands picking up 


sand and letting it cascade 
back down through his 
fingers, when he hears the 
soft footsteps of someone 
approaching from the path 
down to the hotel behind him. 


'the sunset is lovely today; 
chiaki comments, laying 
her jacket down beside him 
and perching herself onto 
it, brushing sand off of her 
hands. she likes to join him, 
sometimes, on days where 
she isn't preoccupied being a 
stand-in critic for ibuki’s new 
album, or one of mahiru's 
muses, or generally someone 
with friends and things to 
do. she lays down her go- 
to portable game console 
and they wordlessly fall into 
another step of the routine - 
they ponder over what to play 
and choose a racing game in 
which she beats him at every 
single course and he pretends 
not to be bitter about it. 


'this is one of my favorites, 
i think, she comments when 
they reach the sickeningly 
pink sweets-covered paradise 
track in their seemingly never- 
ending rotating grand prix of 
courses. "i've always liked the 
little dancing lollipop guys 
around the side. they're cute! 


‘the ramps always trip me 
up, he replies, settling into 
another inevitable second 
place half-victory. ‘would it kill 
you to let me win for once?’ 


‘you dont need to win, 
chiaki smiles. “you're having 
fun, aren't you?’ 


yeah, he is, he supposes, but 
winning is the whole point of 
competitive games like this, 
isn't it? 


he's thinking out loud again. 
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‘no; she deadpans back, 
drifting around a yoghurt- 
covered corner with ease. 
‘winning is nice, but, like, not 
the whole point’ 


she shoots hajime asideways 
glance, and he doesnt look 
entirely convinced. 


‘look, she sighs, ‘the first- 
place trophy in this is great, but 
i've gotten it so many times it 
gets boring: 


‘that must be nice, he 
replies, eyes trained on the 
tiny screen as he throws a 
chocolate-covered peanut in 
her direction and watches her 
cart crash for a fraction of a 
second. 


‘no, chiaki continues, 
‘because there are so many 
achievements and unlockable 
cart parts that you can only 
get from coming in second, or 
third, or last’ another peanut 
collides with her avatar, and 
hajime swears he almost sees 


her physically flinch. ‘so being 
perfect isn’t necessary, hajime, 
ineed you for the unlockables.’ 


he narrows his eyes as he 
rounds the penultimate twist 
of the track, watches as he 
throws another peanut and 
chiaki goes speeding into 
some off-road sugared peach 
rings. 


‘there’s a great metaphor in 
there, ithink, she says, gripping 
her controller in frustration as 
the results roll in. 


and yeah, there is, 
somewhere. he ponders it, 
glancing at the sun as it sinks 
below the horizon, casting an 
offputting amber glare across 
the screen. 


it obscures the screen so 
much he almost doesn't catch 
his tiny avatar waving a golden 
trophy stood next to the finish 
line. 
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Snip. 


The room is quiet, save for the 
sound of blades gliding over 
each other. She flinches when 
she hears it the first time, has 
to remind herself she’s in safe 
hands, it'll all be okay. 


She wanted this. She asked 
for it, and it’s happening, and 
it’s going to be fine. 


Snip. 


She looks down, watches 
locks of washed-out purple fall 
to the wooden floor. 


The last time she did this, she 
was fourteen and desperate - 
for attention, for a lack thereof. 
For them to look at her, at her, 
only ever at her, for them to 
stop looking at all. 


She did it with blunt kitchen 
scissors in her tiny bathroom 
at four in the morning, 
laughed herself sick when 
she looked up and caught 
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her own reflection, teary-eyed 
and manic in the mirror, bangs 
rugged and uneven, her hair 
cut uneven at a diagonal across 
her shoulders. When they cut 
it for her, it was funny, ugly, 
stupid. When she did it herself, 
it was better - or worse, which, 
essentially, was better in turn. 
She had control. She hated it - 
she deserved it. 


Snip. 


Sonia is careful and patient, 
Sonia is warm and kind, Sonia 
asks what length and style 
she’s comfortable with before 
she sits her down in a chair 
in front of her star sticker- 
covered vanity and drapes a 
silk cloth around her shoulders 
to catch the falling hair. She 
spins the chair around once 
she’s done and smiles warmly. 
Mikan attempts the same back 
- it comes out a feeble grimace, 
if anything, but the effort is 
there. 


“Tam certainly noprofessional; 
Sonia begins, tilting her head 
to one side to admire her 
handiwork, ‘but I think this is 
adequate.’ 


‘Adequate?’ Mikan echoes. 
‘Is-is that all? Did I do something 
WrI- 


‘You look lovely; Sonia 
interrupts, placing a soothing 
hand on Mikan's shoulder, 
rubbing in circles in the way 
she’s done countless times 
before. ‘I just mean I am barely 
used to cutting hair - I have 
never had to do my own, she 
smiles wistfully, and runs 
a delicate, well-manicured 
hand through her hair. Mikan 
shakes her head slightly, spins 
the chair back the way she 
came, squints into the mirror, 
half expecting nothing to have 
changed. 


She looks... weird. 


Not in the way they'd spit 
that word and worse at her in 
school hallways before she got 
to Hope's Peak, glaring at her 
as if she was something they'd 
scraped off the bottom of their 


shoes. That was bad weird, 
odd weird, inferior weird. This 
is just different. 


Her roots have grown back 
in significantly, and her 
haphazard dye job shows in 
the way the natural mousy 
brown is separated from 
faded purple with one slightly 
lopsided straight line, but the 
cut itself is... nice? Cute, at 
least. Her bangs have been 
cut straight and are feathered 
across her forehead, evenly, 
the way the popular girls at 
school had theirs cut. Her face 
is framed, her hair is shorter, 
sure, but more even. She 
looks... normal. Weird. 


Initially, she'd asked Sonia to 
help with the intent of coming 
across some sort of huge 
moment of self-discovery, 
expected to look in the mirror 
and see hair falling from her 
head like Newton's apple - a 
eureka, that's it. 


1 am more than happy 
to help you look more like 
yourself!’ Sonia had answered, 
childlike glee evident in her 
hands as she applauded to 
herself, Mikan left standing 
two metres in front of her 
feeling awkward, undeserving. 


So, is this herself? Her self, a 
physical representation of who 
she is, really? This girl, with 
a shoulder-length overgrown 
washed-out haircut and shaking 


fingers, reaching for her own 
arms, for some kind of comfort? 


She squints into the mirror, 
looking for any trace of the 
reflection she’s соте to 
recognise over the years, the 
only self she can remember. 
She looks for the toy, the freak, 
the stupid girl, always in the 
Way. 


She cant find her. She 
breathes a sigh of relief, and 
lets herself smile genuinely. 


The outfit Sonia gives her 
is simple - cream-colored 
culottes, and a delicate blouse 
in a brilliant shade of peach- 
apricot-coral orange that she 
says will compliment Mikan's 
eyes. 


Tm not used to wearing 
things that aren't my scrubs; 
Mikan whispers when she's 
handed the pile of fabric, 
turning the shirt over in her 
hands to familiarise herself 
with the texture. 


1 know; Sonia replies. ‘I think 
it will be nice for you to have 
something to wear that isn't 
just related to your occupation. 
There is more to you. 


She thinks, is there? 


The blouse fits her in a way 
nothing has for a good five 
years, at least - she started 
buying clothes three or four 


sizes too big when she was 
barely a teenager and the 
habit stuck, because one kind 
of comment from her peers 
was easier to take than the 
alternative. It suits her, she 
guesses, and she can see what 
Sonia meant about her eyes 
- the pale color makes them 
seem darker, almost. 


Sonia grins when she sees 
her step out of the dressing 
room. 


'Orange is your color! she 
smiles, motioning to the shirt. 
Mikan tilts her head to one 
side, narrowing her eyes in 
confusion. 


'It looks good on you, Sonia 
clarifies. 'It never has on me, 
it washes me out terribly.” She 
beams at Mikan, clapping her 
hands together in delight. 
Гуе always wanted to give 
someone a makeover! 


They go to a cute little hole- 
in-the-wall dessert place that 
Sonia frequents that evening; 
she insists Mikan needs 
somewhere to show off her 
new look. She contemplates 
declining the invite, but she's 
learned not to look a gift horse 
in the mouth, so to speak, that 
if someone asks to spend time 
with her, they're not doing 
so out of malice. She smiles 
instead, makes herself nod her 
head yes, please, figures it's the 


least she can do since Sonia 
has been so kind. 


They share a tub of mango 
sorbet perched on a bench in 
the park, watching the people 
go by. Mikan smiles down 
at the dessert on the table, 
makes an offhand remark 
about how it matches her 
outfit, how the warmth of its 
color looks nice against the 
clear blue sky. 


'Did you know, Sonia 
replies, ‘that orange is the 
color of expression and 
freedom?' 


Mikan shakes her head in 
response. It makes sense, 
though, she thinks, licking 
sorbet from her plastic spoon. 
These clothes don’t express 
much, but maybe that’s the 
point; she can take them, mould 
them like clay, make them - 
make herself - into whatever 
she wants. 


Some of the sorbet drips onto 
her pant leg and she smiles, 
wiping it up with one shaking 
finger, not caring if it stains - 
she knows tricks upon tricks to 
get those out. 


This is freedom, then; this is 
being free. 
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At the edge of the grainy 
photograph where the frame cuts 
off, Makoto can almost hear the 
click of the camera shutter and 
the sound of someone calling out 
to him in the distance. He tries to 
fit his smile to mirror the way his 
younger self grins apprehensively 
back up at him behind the glossy 
paper, to feel the way sunlight 
catches against the strands of 
his hair and the gentle breeze 
that caresses his face. This is 
the memory of a day he can no 
longer recall. The world holds its 
breath there, where laughter ends 
and the faint sound of retreating 
footsteps echo along threads of 
gold. If he strains his ears, he can 
almost hear it. 


He recognizes each classmate 
by name, as he turns to the next 
photo of a time when he could 
not. It’s awkward, the way each 
of them stand nervously by 
themselves as they’re bunched 
together in front of the Hope’s Peak 
gates smiling half heartedly into 
the camera — a fitting memento of 
the first day of school. 


On the next page, it’s still spring. 
The grassy field is dotted with 
daffodils, or are they dandelions? 
They’re vibrant against the grass, 
bright and sunny to contrast the 
dullness of their crisp, pressed 
uniforms. His own smile is 


less forced here as he peeks out 
from behind the other students, 
and there's a tangibly different 
atmosphere in this memory. The 
photos are not dated so Makoto 
doesnt know how much time 
has passed, but something has 
shifted in the dynamics of their 
class as time shuffles forward. 
They're a class now. Friends. 


Beneath the dappling shade 
of the wide oak trees, Aoi and 
Sakura are deeply immersed in 
conversation, and Mondo has 
an arm slung around Chihiro's 
shoulder, and they're grinning 
brightly under the glare of the 
sun. Celestia is with Hifumi and 
Kiyotaka, a step behind them 
with her arms crossed over her 
chest in feigned disinterest but 
the corners of her lips twitch in an 
involuntary smile. It's the same 
way the same people are drawn 
together, Makoto realizes numbly, 
and the implications are equally 
as nostalgic as they are horrifying. 
This is the world taken from them 
to suit Monokuma' game, the 
very same invisible threads of 
friendship that manifest horribly 
instead during the Killing School 
Life. 


It’s like how they say, a friend in 
one life can be an enemy in the 
next. 


He turns to the next photos. The 
classroom is recognizable in an 
unsettling way, the warm natural 
light streaming through windows 
that are no longer boarded up - 
before they were boarded up, he 
reminds himself sternly. There’s 
something that looks like math 
on the chalkboard. The students 
are scrawling down notes on 
loose paper. Yasuhiro and Leon 
look like they’re falling asleep at 
the back of the classroom. 


Makoto closes his eyes, listening 
for the clatter of pens against the 
desk, the soft scritching of chalk 
against the board. He can almost 
hear it. Almost. It’s like a passing 
dream. 


The yellowing, sepia tones paint 
an illusory passage of time, when 
these photographs can’t be more 
than a few years old. They’re full 
of contradictions, really, pitting 
nostalgia against the empty 
thoughts left behind where they 
once experienced an ordinary 
school life together before they 
tore it apart with their own 
hands. He’s combing through 
these on the Future Foundation’s 
recommendation to dredge up 
the traces of his missing school 
memories, and he’s not sure if 
he’s just building a layer of false 
recollections on top of them. 


“You're still looking at those 
photos?” 


The office space is shared, 


but he still jumps a little at the 
sudden intrusion of  Kyoko's 
disapproving voice. He looks up 
sheepishly, and the dull, muddy 
lighting of his view of the room 
is jarring. It wrenches him back 
to the world under the heavy 
crimson sky beyond the flames 
of the Tragedy, where sunlight 
no longer exists outside of the 
fading photographs clutched in 
his hands. In the doorway, even 
Kyoko’s hair has lost its vibrant 
silvery colour, where the soft rays 
of sunshine once brought out its 
lavender hue. She holds out a 
gloved hand, asking wordlessly 
for him to hand over the photo 
album. 


“You look troubled,” she says, 
surveying him with an unreadable 
look. “Maybe it’s better not to 
force yourself to remember like 
this.” 


Makotos grip tightens on the 
book, and she makes an impatient 
sound in the back of her throat. 
“Don’t be so defensive, I’m not 
going to do anything to it. Give it 
here.” 


He obliges, albeit а little 
reluctantly. With the Future 
Foundation’s assistance, most of 
the others have already regained 
parts or all of their memories, 
so it’s just him now trapped in 
the limbo between the blood- 
tinted sky and the sunlit horizon 
of a past that doesn’t feel like his 
own. As Kyoko rifles through the 
photos, another figure pauses 


outside the hallway. Makoto 
hears the footsteps this time, and 
he peers curiously past the gloom 
to see who it might be. 


“Byakuya,” Kyoko calls out 
without looking up from the 
photos. “So nice of you to join us. 
Shall we reminisce about the old 
days together?” 


“Ha, the old days,” he scoffs. “If 
Naegi can’t recover his memories, 
that’s not my problem. I’m busy. 
Now, if you'll excuse me 一 


“Oh hey! It’s a party here!” 
Yasuhiro’s boisterous voice 
booms, and he jostles Byakuya 
in through the doorway with 
him. The latter glares back with 
absolute loathing, but makes no 
move to leave right away. “You 
guys are still at it? Man, I toldja it'd 
be fine, didn’t I? And my crystal 
ball never lies.” 


This feels a little nostalgic, 
Makoto thinks fondly. Even so, the 
familiarity of their interactions 
isnt warm like it stems from the 
return of his lost memories, but 
the harsher, artificial light of their 
killing game days. 
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After scraping chairs and boxes 
across the floor to make room, 
they’re all sitting in a loose circle 
on the floor before Makoto has 
entirely grasped the situation. 
Somehow, even Byakuya 15 
coerced by Yasuhiro’s infectious 


enthusiasm to join them in what 
he deems a ridiculous waste of 
his time. Makoto can’t help but 
agree privately with him. But it’s 
flattering that they’re all willing 
to try to help him recover his 
memories...with varying degrees 
of effort and attention span. 


"If we're doing this, we'll need 
some snacks,’ Yasuhiro says 
reasonably апа he's already 
popping cookie dough that he 
produces out of nowhere into 
the grubby old microwave oven. 
The smell of baked goods wafting 
from the office lures Aoi from 
her deskwork three floors above 
them, and Byakuya’s presence 
remaining in one location for 
more than five minutes summons 
Toko. For the first time since 
joining the Future Foundation, 
the remnants of Class 78 are all 
together again in the dusty office, 
surrounding a questionable batch 
of microwaved cookies. 


“They’re safe, I tell you!” 
Yasuhiro insists, and Aoi takes 
one without any reservation 
before he finishes his sentence. 
Byakuya turns his noise pointedly 
away, while Toko does the same 
with some reluctance. 


Makoto glances at Kyoko, who's 
mulling over the photo album in 
silence. He shuffles over to glance 
at the photos she's looking at. 
These capture another series of 
school life moments, washed out 
and flaxen but the way warmth 
radiates from the photographs 


takes him back again into the 
past that he still can't quite wrap 
his mind around. He freezes up 
when he sees Sayaka smiling 
sweetly up at him, a sunny yellow 
apron tied around her waist 
and a spatula in her right hand. 
Kyoko's beside her with a mixing 
bowl and a bewildered frown. 
The next, Aoi's fuming as Hifumi 
is sampling some baked goods, 
comically unfazed at her anger. 


"Home Economics class," Kyoko 
beside him confirms, nodding 
to the next photo where Makoto 
is visibly panicking beside 
noticeable plumes of dark smoke 
coming from the oven door. 


“Oh, I remember!” Yasuhiro 
calls over, sounding absolutely 
delighted. “That’s where I learned 
to bake these cookies!” 


"They're good,” Aoi affirms 
with her mouth full. 


“These are not baked cookies,” 
Byakuya adds scathingly, folding 
his arms over his chest. “Cookie 
dough should reach an internal 
temperature of at least 180 
degrees Fahrenheit 一 


“No worries man, these things 
are egg-free!” Yasuhiro says. 
“Y’know how hard they are to 
come by nowadays, all protein 
is, really. The Eighth Division's 
looking to procure more sources, 
but for now we have to settle for 
powdered crickets!” 


There’s a choked gasp from Aoi, 
as she slowly lowers the half- 
eaten cookie from her mouth and 
lets it fall unceremoniously to the 
floor. “O-oh, I see! So, what did 
you call all ofus here for, Kyoko?” 


They invited themselves here, 
technically, but Makoto doesn't 
comment. Kyoko holds out the 
photo album in response; the 
page is open to the awkward 
snapshot of their first day at 
Hope's Peak. 


Toko wrinkles her nose at that. 
“When's this? I don’t remember.” 


“Oh! Oh! Your hair was shorter, 
Kyoko!” Aoi squeals excitedly. 
“You used to wear your hair 
loose, too, aww!” 


“What about me?” Yasuhiro 
asks, craning his neck to peer 
around them. “Wait, which one 
am I again?” 


Aoi doesn’t even look at him. 
“You look exactly the same to 
me.” 


“W-what? No way!” 


Makoto wonders if their 
dynamic has always been like 
this, before the world ended, 
before the sun went out and 
left them with their new reality. 
That’s what it looks like from the 
photo album, and it’s dazzling. 
Each page is a glimpse into those 
halcyon days, a spring breeze 
that rustles his hair and summer 
sunshine against his cheeks. If he 
closes his eyes he can almost see 


the others crowded in the office 
like they’re in a classroom. 


He really isn't sure if he's onto 
something, or if he's trying so 
hard he's making false memories. 


"You ok? You look really 
constipated,” Yasuhiro says, 
reaching over to pat Makoto on 
the back and it feels like he's 
knocking the wind out of his 
lungs on purpose. Byakuya of all 
people lets out a strangled cough 
at that. 


“Uhh..” Makoto isn’t sure how 
to respond to that. 


“Want a cricket cookie?” 


That's even harder to respond 
to, but somehow it shifts the 
flow of the conversation back 
to the photo album. They're in 
band practice in one photograph, 
and PE uniforms in another, and 
Makoto from two years ago looks 
like his soul has left his body in 
both. 


"Surely you've got to remember 
that you're awful at sports!" Aoi 
chimes in helpfully. 


“You're also tone-deaf” Toko 
adds. 


Good thing nothing’s changed 
since middle school, Makoto 
thinks wryly. The way they’re 
prodding him makes him feel 
like they’re trying to help him 
remember all his negative 


points instead. Even then, it’s 
not too bad. Sitting around like 
this at the Future Foundation’s 
headquarters, reminiscing about 
a time when the world was warm 
and bright gives him a sense of 
hope that those days will come 
again. 


Even if he doesn’t remember 
— and maybe it’s better if he 
doesn't, so he can look forward 
instead of facing the past forever. 
This moment of respite in a dark 
world is just as warm as the 
yellowing pages where sunshine 
spills through windows and 
invisible threads of friendship 
stitch themselves back together 
in a future that is bright and full 
of hope. 


“Неу” Makoto says suddenly, 
feeling the corners of his lips 
forming the hint of a real smile. 
“Do you guys want to take a 
photo?” 
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LOCAL ILL MAN EATS 
WATERMELON, CRIES 


Life on Jabberwock Island is 
not at all what Komaeda expected. 


There’s nothing ostensibly 
wrong with the place. It’s 
beautiful, in fact. The sun hangs 
high and ripe in the sky, nestled 
in fluffy white clouds. The beach 
is a picturesque expanse of sand 
that stretches out, languid, 
until it kisses the ocean’s shore. 
He’s in tropical paradise, with 
a vibrant class of ultimates, no 
less— something that could 
have only been the result of an 
unfathomable stroke of luck. He 
might’ve even suspected he was 
dead, if he were naive enough to 
believe hed go to heaven. 


Instead, it all feels...stifling, 
like a jacket that’s been buttoned 
up into all the wrong holes. 
The fact that he wasn't dead 
was actually a part of the 
problem. The bizarre events 
that had brought Class 77-B to 
this island should've set the 
stage for something grand, 
something terrible— a salvation 
so spectacular that it would teeter 


the balance offate itself. He prays 
for that salvation to consume 
him like a dying star, to collapse 
in on him until shining hope 
emerges from the wreckage. 


Nothing was more fulfilling 
than making a sacrifice for the 
greater good. 


Salvation, unfortunately, is 
nowhere іп sight. Komaeda 
waits fervently for something, 
anything, to happen. When 
he wakes, his eyes glitter in 
anticipation of tragic news. 
When he gets dressed, he waves 
amiably at the camera mounted 
in his cottage. When he eats 
breakfast in the hotel restaurant, 
he observes his classmates for 
clues— anything that might 
reveal secretly-harbored tensions. 


It is here that Kazuichi Souda 
chooses to approach one day. 


“Yo! Your name’s Nagito, 
right?” he asks, flashing a shark- 
toothed grin as he straddles the 
seat beside Komaeda. 


+ 
909009 208 
204497 
+++ 


Contorting his lips into 
what feels like an affable smile, 
Komaeda nods. From the way 
Souda looks visibly shaken, 
his gesture does not have the 
intended effect. Komaeda tries 
again, this time aiming to bare 
as many of his teeth as possible. 


"Hey" Souda ventures. "I'm 
gonna be honest, you're scaring 
me a little here.” 


“Sorry about that,’ sighs 
Komaeda, relaxing his facial 
muscles. “Someone as lowly as 
me doesn’t deserve to express 
joy very often, you see. Im a 
little rusty—” 


He nearly chokes on his own 
spit as an enthusiastic hand 
claps down on his back, hard. 


“Well, that’s what I’m here 
for! I managed to score another 
trip ticket from Мопоті-” 
Souda digs a hand into his pocket 
and brandishes a crumpled pink 
ticket, “—and now we have a free 
pass to hang out and do anything 


we want on this island! Y’know, 
as bros! You're guaranteed to 
crack a smile once we bust one 
open together.” 


“ What?” 


“Ah, you dont know?” Souda 
lowers his voice to а conspiratorial 
whisper, cracking his knuckles. 
“Гуе finally scavenged enough 
parts to repair an old jackhammer 
I found in Electric Avenue, and 
there’s tons of juicy watermelon 
being sold at the market... you 
see where I’m going with this, 
right?” 


“Ah... not in the slightest,” 
Komaeda says, pleasantly. 


The other man sighs. “We 
smash the shit out of a fruit. You 
know, have some man-to-man 
bonding time. Are you in?” 


It takes a moment for the 
sheer absurdity of the proposal 
to sink in. Komaeda opens his 
mouth, searching for a way to 


politely decline the invite, when 
a thought bubbles to mind: if 
his bad luck enacted around a 
potentially dangerous electric 
tool like a jackhammer, any 
number of disastrous events 
could unfold. Perhaps that was 
just the sort of thing this island 
needed— a disaster, something 
that would require everyone 
to flex their full potential to 
overcome. 
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"I would love to see the hope 
inside of you shine,” he says 
instead. 


Souda grimaces. A distinct 
look of regret flits across his 
features as he backs away. "У... 
Yeah! ГЇЇ meet you down at the 
beach in ten. Go grab a melon, 
okay?” He turns to leave, then 
pauses to call over his shoulder. 


"And dont forget your 
swimsuit!” 


Komaeda sits in the sun- 
soaked sand, a watermelon 
wedged between his knees 
and stomach. His hand trails 
an absentminded path down 
the? shell. The SPO Beneath 
his fingertip is a dull green, 
matching the hue of the jacket 
draped from his shoulders. 


He closes his eyes and 
can almost picture the 
impending explosion: 
splinters of mottled 
shell flying away 

to reveal a 

fantastic 

firework of soft fruit. For a 
moment, he lets himself dream 
of taking its place. How delightful 
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it would be, he thinks, for the 
rotting green shell of his luck to 
fall away and leave nothing but 
serrated flesh behind. Perhaps 
then something inside of him 
could finally shine, finally 
nourish others in the way hed 
dreamed of, finally be of worth— 


“Sorry Im late!” shouts 
a distant voice. The fantasy 
evaporates, as a quick survey of 
his lap reveals that both he and 
the watermelon are perfectly 
intact. He turns to see Souda 
at the end of the beach, steps 
growing increasingly labored as 
he drags a jackhammer through 
the sand. The other man is fully 
drenched in sweat. 


“Do... you need help?” 
Komaeda calls uncertainly. 


“Nah, I’ve... totally got it! 
Пе е suns Were ghh— 
built for heavy lifting!” Souda 
wheezes, flashing a thumbs up 
before promptly crumpling face- 


first into the sand. ^ | 
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After а moment’s hesitation, 

Komaeda picks up the watermelon 

and runs to squat by the fallen 
figure’s side. 


“Princess Sonia wasnt watching 
that, was she?” asks a miserable, 
muffled Souda. 


"Ah, I don't think so 一 but 
if it’s of any comfort, I certainly 
was" Komaeda assures him. 
"Did you still want to ‘bust one 
open?” 


Souda brightens, lifting his 
face from the ground and 
patting the spot where it had 
just been. “Hell yeah, dude! Set 
it down over here” he pauses 
then, face falling. “Ah, wait— 1 
totally forgot to get some kind of 
towel or something to lay under 
it. Sucks. We could’ve eaten the 
pieces afterward...” 


Wordlessly, Komaeda shrugs 
off his parka and lays it flat on 
the sand. 


With a delighted fistbump, 
the mechanic sets off to work. 
After several moments of 
fumbling, the jackhammer is 
securely in place. Souda pauses 
then, finger hovering uncertainly 
above the handle trigger. 


"Hey, since you've been such 
a, uh, big help today... would you 
want to do the honors?" р 
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‘Ah, well... I couldn't possibly,” 


with Souda with по furthe 
prompting. 


says Komaeda, exchanging рагаў 


With a push of the trigger, 
the jackhammer roars to life. 
It's unbearably loud— the 


vibrations rattle up Komaeda's 
arms and through his bone 
marrow. He aims the drill bit 
at the watermelon, screws 
his eyelids shut, and drives it 
straight down. 


In the next instant, bits of 
shell shrapnel fly up into his 
skin with hot blooms of pain. 
A watery spurt of juice sprays 
across his shins. The drilling 
noise fades to a shrill whine in 
his ears; the creeping whisper 
telling him something is wrong 
crescendos to a roar. He cant 
shake the nauseous feeling that 
tells him the liquid coating his 
legs is really his blood, that the 
shards embedded in his skin 
are fragments of his own bones, 
and everything that's happened 
to him in his entire worthless 
existence is of his own doing— 


Souda shouts something 
unintelligible, and  Komaeda 
looks up. Something in him 
can’t meet Souda's worried gaze, 
and he casts his eyes downward 
instead. 


This quickly proves to be a 


fatal mistake. 


His focus earlier had been 
on the bulky tool in Souda's 
hands, which had also — 
conveniently— been obscuring 
the other man's swim shorts. 
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Now, however, they were fully 
on display as the most atrocious 
article of clothing Komaeda had 
ever seen in his entire life. 


His mind rejects the image 
entirely at first, 


nothing but pure static. Then | 
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the neon green stripe patter 


weaves loops through his decaying 
neurons, making him wonder how 
Souda hadn't been struck down by 
lightning for wearing something 
so clearly blasphemous. He hears 
wheezing, uncontrollable laughter, 
andit takes him a while to realize 
it’s his ow 


The A... now impaled 
in the sand, groans and whirrs to 
a stop. His jacket’s been torn to 
shreds. The watermelon’s corpse 
is splayed spectacularly across it, 
surrounded by a ring of its own 
splattered innards. Struck by the 
most peculiar sense of deja vu, 
he collapses to his knees. 


Someone shakes him by the 
shoulders. “Hey man, are you 
Okay...?” Komaeda can't find it 
in himself to respond, instead 
going limp as he's jostled back 
and forth. 


Souda cusses under his 
breath and stands up, turning 
back towards the cottages. 
“Unbelievable. The one time I 


decide to give this guyachance— | 
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Komaeda tunes ош the 
yelling, completely transfixed. 
On the rear of Souda’s shorts, in 
the boldest pink font imaginable, 
reads “EAT ME.” His laughter 
condenses into а breathless 
gasp for air. Tears roll down his 
cheeks. He slumps backwards 
onto the sand with a soft whump. 
It’s warm and grounding at his 
back. 


I'm here, he realizes dazedly. 
I'm really here. 


Jabberwock Island lived 
outside the bounds of his reality. 
It operated on absurdity just 


NAGITO'S GONE 


UNHINGED 


for the sake of it— not because 
there was a catastrophic karmic 
balance brewing on the horizon, 
not because salvation was 
coming to tear him apart, but 
simply because it could. 


The thought, strangely, doesn't 
scare Komaeda as much as he 
thought it would. It means only I 
caneat me, he thinks, swallowing 
hiccups as he reaches towards 
the carnage on his jacket. He 
holds a chunk of watermelon up 
to his lips, truly smiling for the 
first time since his arrival. 
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Written by Yujun / you by Raluca Farcas 


Appearances are important. 


It's a lesson that Byakuya has 
engraved into his very bones, 
the words repeated over and 
over through many years, 
accompanied by his mother's 
meticulous corrections to any 
perceived or imagined flaw in 
his presentation. 


"Isnt it first impressions 
that are most important?" 
hed asked, once; hed still 
been young enough that he 
hadn't quite learned to draw 
his own conclusions before 
questioning. 


"Absolutely not” shed 
declared. He still remembers 
the cool brush of her fingers 
pushing his hair away from 
his eyes. “Everyone tries to 
make a good first impression. 
They aren't used to it. It makes 
them look foolish. Real power 
is in always being poised and 
seen exactly how you want to 
be seen.” 


She's right, as usual. He sees 
it constantly in ill-fitting suits, 
fidgeting hands, smiles just a 
fraction too wide and toothy 
to be comfortable. People try 
far too hard to look a certain 
way just once, and all it does 
is make them that much more 
out of place. 


His mother is pretty, not 
beautiful. Her exceptionality 
has always been in the way 
she thinks. 


She is far too clever to let 
anyone look down on her 
when she isn't put-together, 
and clever enough to take 
advantage of the fact that she 
is still underestimated for how 
she looks when she is. She 
dresses in limited palettes that 
suit her face and her mood, 
every hair in place. 


Byakuya doesn't see her 
very much. When he does, he 
finds himself afraid to blink, as 
though if he does she'll simply 
vanish into nothing, eaten up 
by the expectations around 
һет. 


(The same way she looks at 
him, coincidentally.) 


Colors are important, too. 


This is a lesson that Byakuya 
absorbs not from being taught, 
but from simply watching. 
People drip in desperate gold 
for attention, dark and jewel 
twisting through social circles 
in a way that marks out the 
brave and the traditional in 
equal measure. 


Appearances are important, 
its true, and those that 
understand exactly what each 
element of their wardrobe 


whispers have more power 
than most could ever imagine. 


He learns to be a chameleon. 
Its only the practical route, 
after all, and it's enjoyable—a 
special sort of performance, 
for him and his profit alone. 


He learns the things that 
make or break a face, digs up 
his own unconscious tells and 
unlearns the positive ones so 
that no one else can see that 
he's pleased unless he wants 
them to. Byakuya wears only 
shoes that fit, and picks glasses 
whose navy-painted frames 
are steel to match his silent 
stares. 


He learns, far earlier than 
most people would ever 
believe, to be ice cold. 


He grows out of sunhats and 
into pinstripes with the grace 
of someone born to sculpt his 
own seat of power. 


"Your eyes are so blue,” his 
mother tells him, cradles his 
face between her hands like he 
is something to be treasured; 
this, her breath scented with 
the sharp tang of blackberry 
lemonade and this, faint lines 
at the corners of dreamy eyes 
the same color as the ones 
they stare back into, this is 
how he knows he is loved even 
if the words can never exist 
under the lingering cloud of 
Togami. "Just like the sky. Like 
you came from heaven, just for 


"Im not nice enough to be 
an angel,” he says, because it's 
all he can think of. 


She laughs, brassy and bright 
and unafraid, always. "That's 
good,” she says. "Angels get 
taken advantage ої" 


They both know that if 
anyone understands the truth 
in that, she would. Byakuya 
blinks at her, crouched before 
him in copper and fawn brown 
and soft hair spilling loose 
from ties, the warm press of 
her palms to his cheeks, and 
he realizes that he is smiling. 


Blue is the only association 
that has ever resulted in his 
being called something good. 


He makes it his after that, a 
secret claim and, even better, 
a promise that not even the 
most perceptive could possibly 
know—I will reach as far as 
the sky, he whispers, ГП be, ГП 
be everything I have to be. 


It lives in the silk linings of 
his suit jackets, the trim of 
his pocket squares, the backs 
of his ties, the soles of his 
shoes, royal blue stamped 
into every part that he can 
lay claim to, silent and 
demanding. His mother notices, 
of course. She says nothing. 


That means she likes it. 


Just a boy playing dress-up in 
an adult’s suits, yes, he can feel 
the absurdity in it; but unlike 
most, he has no intention of 
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forgetting the impressions that 
can make. 


He's almost struck by 
lightning during his first week 
of middle school. 


Late summer is always 
polarizing, the air electric 
and promising and the air 
so sapped of any moisture it 
turns even the brief walk up 
the drive into an ordeal. It’s 
nothing new, though, and he’s 
barely paying attention to the 
wind buffeting him along. 


Summer storms are sudden, 
unpredictable onsets just 
another fact of life. 


The arc of white-blue that 
roars out of nowhere and 
crashes into the cypress tree 
just before him cracks the space 
between his heartbeats in two. 
The force of itis enough to send 
him scrambling backwards, 
eyes wide and feet slipping on 
concrete as he starts to laugh, 
high and thin and breathless. 


He can taste it in the 
back of his throat, searing 
ozone and caramel, and 
distantly he realizes that his 
pulse is racing, thundering 
away as though it’s making a 
bid for freedom. 


He stands there for a long, 
long time. 


Byakuya’s ears ring for a 
week, and when he closes his 
eyes he can still see branching 
brilliance painted across his 
eyelids, but he tells no one 
about it. 


It’s a secret, just for him; he 
knows, now, the feeling of 
unbound power, and how to 
wear it like a second skin. 


He doesn't forget the taste of 
lightning, a lingering ghost on 
his tongue as he digs his heels 
into each new challenge and 
climbs higher. 


His head might be in the 
clouds, but he knows he 
can reach them if he tries, 
tear down all that vast, clear 
expanse that belongs to him 
already and break it all apart, 
make it something tangible, 
slide it neatly back behind his 
eyes where it belongs. 


Togami, his teachers call, 
and it sticks in their throats 
like burnt caramel, like they’re 
facing down a bolt out of the 
blue anytime they look at him. 


He meets his second-oldest 
sister, nearly twice his age, late 
on a Thursday evening. 


“Come with me now or forfeit 
your chance,” is all she says. 


Byakuya doesn't bother to 
reply. Neither of them have 
the time or inclination to chat; 
they’re enemies, right down to 
the core, and it shows in the 
sideways flicker of her eyes, 
distrusting, wary. He simply 
turns to grab the suitcase 
he’s had packed for this very 
reason, a quiet reminder in 
the corner of his eye that has 
reminded him for months now 
that once he's called, he won't 
ever be able to come back. 


Things happen slowly and all 
at once, after that. 


He's the last one notified, 
nearly an afterthought. Too 
young to stand a chance by 
most reckonings, and he 
knows it just as well as he 
knows that they're wrong. 


His father had bought his 
mother a pair of sapphire 
earrings, the color deep and 
true and valuable; she had 
never liked them, had simply 
taken it as nothing but a 
predictable confirmation 
that he didn't know her, but 
that was fine. She hadn't 
expected him to, or even 
wanted him to, really. They 
are Byakuya’s first tangible 
disillusionment when it comes 
to happily ever after and 
once upon a time. 


He had decided to make 
them his, to take them with 
him with the time came. 


Byakuya liked them enough 
to turn them into small 
brooches, just the right size to 
settle neatly in the intersection 
of the criss-cross ties he favors 
so dearly, and just the right 
amount of nondescript that he 
can count it as another little 
secret, опе more promise to 
the sky, I'll reach you and all 
the stars in you, too; it'll just be 
me, and you, and royal blue. 


He enters the meeting room 
slow, steady, and he sees his 
father for the first time. 


Purple is his father's color. 
A gauche display, really— 
the whole room is wine- 
drunk with it and trimmed 
in gold so lavish it hurts. It’s 
the kind of color that looks 
good on men in their prime 
with broad shoulders and 
a wealth of power behind 
them. It isn’t an adaptable 
color, not meant to pair with 
dark circles and a room full 
of children akin to vultures. 


His father’s eyes find the flash 
of bright blue at his breast, and 
his gaze turns anticipatory, 
catalogues his youngest son. 


We're waiting. 
Byakuya's answering smile is 


razor-sharp. He looks his father 
right in the eye, expression 


utterly sanguine. The words 
hide behind his teeth, but they 
don’t need to be said. 


I will catch you, and I will 
shake every bit of worth from 
you, he says with his eyes, 
with the perfectly polite tilt of 
his lips. I will play this game 
because І want to. 


„Ф? 


He’d expected desperation 
once their little game of 
inheritance began. The rich 
are particularly desperate, as a 
general rule, so it hadn't been 
too much of a surprise that the 
more of his half-siblings he left 
in the dust, the more ragged 
the remaining ones looked. 


It’s incredible how attached 
to comfort people can become, 
and how willing they are to 
do anything at all in order to 
preserve a certain lifestyle. 


It’s pathetic. 


There had been no finesse 
at all when his eldest brother 
had resorted to trying to sneak 
up on him with a switchblade. 
He can appreciate the sheer 
brutality of the sentiment, but 
it’s far too crude for someone 
with the Togami name. Utterly 
disappointing. 
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(Нед never bothered to learn 
any of their names; it would 
have been a waste of his time. 
So far, he feels more than 
vindicated in his decision.) 


It makes the crunching 
impact of his fist against 
cartilage that much more 
satisfying. His brother cries 
out, stumbles, drops the blade 
to cradle his nose. It really is an 
incredibly poor showing, but 
one that he'd expected, really. 


Blood drips slowly over 
tanned skin, ugly-dark and 
thick, and Byakuya has to 
laugh, the sound pitched and 
high in delighted disbelief. 
Ah, so much for blue blood, 
then—even Togamis bleed as 
red as the coppery dirt they try 
so very hard to tread above, in 
the end. 


So, so very ordinary. He won't 
be that way. 


Byakuya stares at the boy 
with a face that could almost 
be familiar but not quite, a 
strange feeling twisting in his 
gut and digging claws raw and 
ragged through him the longer 
he watches. 


His brother's hair clings to 
his jawline, sticky-damp with 
tears. Weakness shown, and 
acknowledged. 


Hm. Not pity, no. 


Watery eyes meet his, finally, 
something glassy and empty 


and broken behind them now, 
the knowledge that everything 
is over for him, and Byakuya 
smiles at him, slow and utterly 
saccharine. 


Ah. It's fascination that he's 
feeling. 


For the first time, һе» 
interested in what his sibling 
has to say; his fingers twist 
and yank at bleached-blond 
locks, forcing his older brother 
to look up at him, the frantic 
bob of his throat bared like an 
offering. It’s appropriate, he 
thinks. Another sacrifice for 
his gain. 


"Don't cry like that," Byakuya 
scolds, voice dangerously soft. 
"What did you think would 
happen if you came after me 
with a knife?" 


Honestly. 


His grip tightens. The failure 
chokes out a rasping sob. 


"What does mediocrity feel 
like, brother dearest?" 


Byakuya is almost bored 
for a while. At the top of the 
world, he doesn't have many 


interesting heights left to 
reach. 


He sits alone with his tea, 
and he watches the clouds; 
sometimes he monitors 
the state of the world. Most 
of the time, it’s profoundly 
uninteresting. Once in a while, 
its approaching shambles 
at a perplexing rate, only to 
right itself with a well-placed 
nudge (courtesy of his hand, of 
course). 


He doesn't expect a remedy 
for lassitude to come in the 
form of an invitation, of all 
things. 


"Hope's Peak,” he murmurs. 
He can still taste lightning, 


electric blue sliding down his 
throat; a new sky, just for you. 
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Beautiful, Imperfect Fons 


Written by Dev ж: Illustrated by tropi tal 


The best of the blossoms is the 
chery blossom. The best among 


men is the шачиоч. 


Peko has never much cared for 
cherry blossoms, though, and she’s 
never thought of herself much as a 
warrior. She’s never much thought 
of herself as singularly anything, 
really, as was to be expected. 


That, she thinks, is at the heart 
of what is making this assignment 
so difficult. 


Beyond the classroom windows, 
the late-summer sunlight shimmers 
with heat-haze. At the window’s 
edge, the light glances off of the lens 
of one Koizumi Mahiru’s camera 
as she angles herself just-right over 
her latest models. The flower stalks 
rustle around her to the tempo set 
by her camera shutter, and on a 
particularly strong gust, she reaches 
up to tuck her short hair behind her 
ears, catching Peko’s gaze through 
the open window. 


Her eyes crinkle around a grin 
as she rests her elbows on the 
windowsill. “I didn’t think you 
were one for the art club.” 


"Im not in the art club,” 
Peko says, very matter-of-fact, to 
Koizumi's tilted smile. 


“T know, it was a joke. They're 
not meeting today, anyway," 
she replies. "Which still begs the 
question: what are you doing here 
all by yourself?" 


Peko looks down to consider the 
spread of tools before her. A small 
pair of clippers, a spike-tufted 
flower-frog, a wide-mouthed vase, 
and several horticultural texts. 
Lastly, her woefully-sparse notes. 


Koizumi tips her head 
expectantly. Peko dips her gaze 
over to consult the vase and its 
gaping mouth, as though it might 
be able to form a suitable answer 
for her instead. It does not. She 
should have expected as much, 
as for the past however long 
she's been peering into its depths 
searching for answers, it has yet to 
provide. 


Resigned, she fits her mouth 
awkwardly around a reply. "The 
young master..." 


Koizumi's expression instantly 
twists, nose scrunching up. "Don't 
tell me he's shirking his work off 
onto you again.” 


“No!” Peko hurriedly interjects. 
“No... at the Kuzuryuu manor, 
there’s a display. In the main 
foyer. The last flower arrangement 
was withering, so they were going 


to commission another artist. The 
young master, he...” 


The furrow in Koizumi’s brow 
softens, but only slightly. “Let me 
guess, he threw your name into 
the pot without even asking? Tch, 
typical.” 


Peko wills her hackles down, 
but uncertainty comes in to take 
their place. “I... don’t know what to 
make,” she starts. “He told me to 
just think of the flowers and make 
something for myself, not the 
family.” That causes her to frown, 
the root of her problem rearing its 
ugly head again. “But I don’t know 
what that means. I don’t even 
know where to begin.” 


Koizumi hums. Then, in one 
fluid motion, she hoists herself up 
onto the windowsill and swings 
her legs over into the room. Peko 
is so startled that she does not 
manage to draw the notebook 
back before Koizumi has plucked it 
from the table. She can only watch 
in horror as the girl tilts her head 
at the opened page. 


“Т had listed оці several 
pleasing flower combinations from 
the guidebook,” Peko supplies, if 
only to fill in the gaping silence, 
“and was comparing it to a list of 
the previous displays.” 


“How... methodical?” Koizumi 
replies. The word lilts up at the end 
like a tacked-on consolation. 


Peko at least appreciates the 
effort. “Was that wrong of me?” 


“Wrong? No, I wouldn’t say 
that,” Koizumi sets the notebook 
down, crouching to Peko’s eye- 
level. “I mean, there’s more than 
one way to peel an orange, y know? 
So I don’t think it’s wrong, just 
maybe... misguided?” 


There’s that lilt again. Peko 
wilts under it, but Koizumi is quick 
to recover. “What I mean is it’s not 
about finding something that’s 
empirically right, but finding what 
feels right to you.” 


“To me?” 


Koizumi nods, drumming 
her fingers across the lens of her 
camera. “For all I can’t stand by 
his actions, I also can’t deny that 
Kuzuryuu’s advice wasn’t half- 
bad. This flower arrangement is 
going to be made by you, so you 
might as well make it your own, 
y know?” 


Peko frowns down at her 
hands, now folded across the 
notebook in front of her. Back to 
square one. 


But Koizumi reaches over 
to give them a gentle, affirming 
squeeze. “I know you can figure 
it out. Start small. Something you 
know.” 


Then she stands. As she does, a 
tiny purple flowerhead, previously 
caught in the hinge of her camera 
strap, flutters down to the table. 
The cup of its cool, violet petals 
catches the air like a parachute 


until it touches down at the center 
of the page before her. 


“Monkshood,” Peko mutters, 
taking it between her fingers, 
marveling at the depth of its color. 


Koizumi is already straddling 
the window ready to hop off again. 
Behind her, the flowers billow in 
the wind like ocean waves. She 
throws Peko another encouraging 
grin before pushing off. 


Peko looks back down to the 
flower. Something she knows? 
Maybe there’s something to the 
idea. 


Clippers in hand, she steps 
over to the window and snips offa 
single, violet flower stalk. 


Monkshood 一 Chivalry 


Today, he is dressed up as the 
headmaster, collar pressed and 
the top button of his suit jacket 
fastened to crisp perfection. 


“Do you ever tire of it?” Peko 
asks from the desk opposite him as 
he consults his muse’s image from 
one of the school’s brochures. 


After a moment of thought, the 
Imposter undoes the Pratt knot of 
his deep, burgundy-colored tie and 
begins to loop together a Windsor. 
“Of what?” 


She considers the hawkish 
cut to his narrowed eyes, the 
meticulous movements of his 
fingers as they coax the fabric into 
shape. Even his voice he’s pitched 
down, and his vowels round out in 
a way that somehow manages to 
sound twice his age. It’s impressive, 
but there’s something else stirring 
in her. She says, hesitantly, “Of 
the performance. Of playing at 
something you're not.” 


He stops plumping the knot 
and turns to look at her as well. She 
almost cows under the cool weight 
of his gaze before remembering 
this is her classmate, not their 
esteemed principal. “When I take 
on a role,” he explains, “I take it on 
completely. At that point it's not a 
performance.” 


Hearing that doesn’t fill the 
hollow carved inside of her, 
though. “Then at what point does 
it stop feeling like a performance?” 


When he smiles, there’s a 
crinkle at the corners of his eyes— 
crows feet two decades too early, 
somehow, and strangely paternal. 
The warm, burgundy hue of the tie 
softens his harder angles. “When 
you stop acting for the crowd and 
start acting for yourself.” 


With that he tucks the 
brochure into the lapel of his 
jacket and stands. The satin 
sheen of his tie catches the light 
with the movement. Up close, 
the brocade is more noticeable, 
its deep, wine-colored flowers 
fanning out like  sunbursts. 


Clematis — Ingenuity 


Peko is just finishing the last of 
her homework when she notices 
the silence. More aptly, she notices 
the sudden absence of music, and 
looks up. 


Saionji catches her gaze under 
the graceful arc of her extended 
arm and scowls. “Quit gawking, 
four-eyes. I don't remember giving 
you an all-access pass to the show.” 


Peko hikes an eyebrow at her. 
“You're the one who decided to 
use the classroom while I was 
already studying.” 


A petulant flush blooms across 
the bridge of Saionji’s nose. “Well, if 
you're going to watch on like some 
peeping tom, the least you can do 
is make yourself useful.” She jerks 
her chin at the space beside her, 
arms folded tartly across her chest. 


Sighing, Peko complies. 


The first row of desks have 
all been pushed back—all except 
for one, atop which sits a small 
speaker. Saionji produces her 
phone from the drooping sleeve 
of her kimono, and after a few 
taps, the gentle melody from 
before starts up again. The singer's 
crooning enka vocals waft through 
the room, filling up the space once 
more. 


After the moment stretches on 
too long, Peko asks, "Do you still 
need me, or—?" 


“Wow, and here I thought good 
little lap-dogs usually didn't have 
a bark to match their bite.” Peko 
bristles, which the girl waves off. 
"Ugh, don't be so impatient. I'm 
just waiting for..." 


The singer changes keys and 
Saionjis eyes light up. Suddenly, 
she's stepping into Peko's space and 
grabbing at her elbow, a whirlwind 
of lilac. When she presses in on 
the joint, Peko's arm unfolds and 
Saionji tugs it forward. 


"Hey!" Peko protests, feeling 
quite like an unwilling marionette. 


"For your whole graceful 
swordsman schtick, you've got 
all the elegance of a knock-kneed 
horse on its way to the glue 
factory" Saionji grumbles as she 
folds Peko's other arm across her 
chest and nudges her feet into 
some semblance of order. 


Machinations complete, she 
steps back, taking in the hobbled 
mess that Peko feels she's made of 
her. She sweeps her eyes from the 
tips of Peko's outstretched fingers 
down to the point of her toes. 


Then, with a more gentle 
touch than before, she reaches out 
and unfolds Peko's fingers into a 
delicate cup, tips her chin up, and 
nudges her back into a smooth 
arch. After careful study, she takes 
position beside her, folding herself 
into mirrored form like a flower 
blooming in daylight. Out of the 
corner of her eye, Peko sees a smile 
break across her face, honest and 
vibrant and warmer than she's 
ever seen it. 


"Perfect, Saionji breathes, 
so soft Peko is certain it was not 
meant for her ears. 


This is confirmed when Peko 
begins to wobble and Saionji 
immediately drops her careful 
poise with a whooshing sigh. 
“Alright, youre not winning any 
awards, but you got the job done at 
least.” 


She yanks the phone out to 
reset the song again, but that 
warmth still pulls at her lips. 


It’s as close to a thank you as 
Peko will get, so it will do. She 
heads back to her desk as Saionji 
takes form again, the soft purple 
flowers on the sleeves of her 
kimono billowing in the air like 
petals on the breeze. 


As Peko opens her textbook, 
she looks down at the cup of her 
hand, still held in place from 
Saionji’s earlier fussing. The curve 
of her fingers is gentle. The calluses 
across them are not. They are born 
of diligent practice, shinai pressed 
to palm with a familiar weight. She 
runs a finger over their well-known 
roughness and feels warmth tug at 
her lips. 


lilac — Pride 
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The roof of е Kuzuryuu manor 
has a skylight. In the spotlight 
stands a pedestal, atop which sits a 
familiar, wide-mouthed vase, now 
no longer empty. 


The matriarch arches a brow 
at the ikebana arrangement and 
simply says, “It’s very... unique.” 


The young mistress doesn't 
mince her words quite so much. 
"It's trash is what it 15.” 


The family patriarch says 
nothing, only offering silence. 


Peko expects the sting of their 
blows, but the hurt never comes. 
She considers Ше arrangement— 
the stems, woven together like 
sinew, their mismatched purple 
flower-heads reaching for the sun 
like pious hands. What they offer 
to their audience is this—her art, 
her time, herself. 


Before, she had looked into the 
vase for answers and had been 
gven none. Now, she realizes, 
it was never meant to provide 
answers, but to receive them, 
drawn out of her like water from a 
deep, untouched well. 


A gentle nudge at her side 
pulls her from her reverie. The 
young master's smile is a slice 
that cuts across his mouth, radiant 
and fierce. "Oh shut the fuck up, 
what do you all know? I think it's 
perfect." 


A hollow inside her fills. The 
sunlight is warm, the water drawn 
from her sweet. For once, she feels 
known, and it is welcomed. 


“Yes,” she admits, “it’s a start.” 
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all that glitters (isn’t gold) 


Written by glownary // Illustrated by pirusoii 


Mukuro had to admit, this 
wasn't the most exciting of 
Junko’s plans. 


The vast majority of her 
ideas involved manipulation, 
psychological trauma, murder, 
or outright genocide. This one 
involved Mukuro standing 
awkwardly by herself as her 
schoolmates laughed and 
danced with each other all 
around her. The common 
thread between this plan and 
all the others was, of course, 
despair—but she couldn't help 
but worry that she wasn’t as 
distraught as she should have 
been. 


It wasn'tthe delirious, hopeless 
pain she was accustomed to, but 
it wasn't pleasant, either. It was 
just... boring. 


For all her sister complained 
about boredom, Mukuro had 
to wonder if it was really just 
another form of despair. A 
really... really mundane form 
of despair, like locking your 
keys in the car or stepping in 
gum. 


“C’mon, sis, you totes have to 
go to the party,” Junko said as 
she tossed a dart at Mukuro’s 
left eye with pinpoint accuracy. 
The soldier dodged and it 
whizzed by her ear, lodging 
itself firmly into the dormitory 


wall. “Basically the whole 
school will be there! They’re 
gonna hang out with their 
friends and ignore the pathetic 
little freak none of them likes— 
that’s you, by the way.” She 
prepared a second dart, aiming 
for Mukuro's forehead. "You'll 
be just like any other friendless 
loser teenager!" 


Mukuro dodged again and 
the second dart joined the first 
as wall decor. "Are you going to 
come to the party and ignore 
me, too?" 


"Ew. No.” Junko examined 
her long, pointed nails. “Т 
have more important things to 
do. Schemes to plot. Puppies 
to skin. You know how it is, 
always busy.” 


"I could stay and help you—” 


Junko flashed a piercing 
smile. “I don’t need you getting 
in the way,” she said. If Mukuro 
hadn't dodged yet another dart 
that was lobbed at her, she 
would have felt two striking 
pains in her heart rather than 
one. 


She wanted, needed, to be 
useful to Junko. If she— 


A sudden shriek of laughter 
cut through the air and pulled 
Mukuro back to the present. 
Her right hand shot directly to 
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the concealed knife at her hip, 
but she calmed her instincts, 
reminding herself of her 
current situation. This was a 
high school party, not a war... 
though she would certainly 
have an easier time deciding 
what to do with herself if it 
had been a war. 


Surveying her immediate 
surroundings, it didn’t seem 
like the screech had come 
from anyone within her line 
of sight. Just as she was about 
to return to her brooding, a 
repeat of the sound caught her 
attention. She spun to face the 
direction it originated from. 


Two cones stuck 
out amongst the 
crowd, and for a 

D moment Mukuro 
і 7 thought someone 
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dashed around the 
party accompanied by 
intermittent shouts of 
joy and thunderous 
laughter. The fact 
that she could hear 
the figure over the 
music was impressive, 
considering the 
way she could feel 
the speakers bass 
booming in her chest. 


She watched curiously as the 
mystery party-goer ricocheted 
around Ше room with 
seemingly boundless energy. 
As they got closer, she could 
pick out bits and pieces of the 
other peoples' reactions. Some 


laughed along with them; 
others chatted too quietly for 
Mukuro to understand. 


Finally, they pushed through 
the crowd and their face came 
into view— 


The girl turned towards 
Mukuro, her wide, glimmering 
eyes narrowing slightly as 
she spotted the soldier. Ibuki 
Mioda, Mukuro recalled, 
recognizing the girl from 
the student records she had 
studied. The hand gripping the 
camera drooped slightly. 


"That's not a happy party 
face!" 


Mukuro stilled, unsure of 
how to respond. How, exactly, 
do teenagers interact? 


“No, it’s mine.” 
Probably not like that. 


Yet Ibuki burst into the same 
outrageous laughter Mukuro 
had been hearing above the 
speakers. “How metal! Ibuki 
digs your vibe—but you can 
be hardcore with a smile, too, 
y know?” As if to demonstrate 
her point, Ibuki aggressively 
strummed at the air with an 
excited grin, her tongue poking 
out over her piercings. 


«Right? 


Ibuki threw up a peace sign 
by her eyes. “The name’s Ibuki 
Mioda!” 


I know Mukuro thought; 
but she only knew due to 
Junko's planning. Ibuki was 
an upperclassman she'd never 
spoken to before. Better play 
dumb. 


“Mukuro Ikusaba.” 


Nodding seriously, Ibuki 
brought both hands up to the 
sides of her head—along with 
Ше camera—and scrunched 
up her nose. "I see, | see... then, 
you're my new party pal!” 


Mukuro just stared back 
at her awkwardly. When no 
explanation came, she bit 
the bullet and bluntly asked, 
“Why?” 


“Mukuro-chan looks like she 
could use a friend.” 


By any ordinary person’s 
standards, Ibuki was right. But 
there was no way that Mukuro 
could explain to her that this 
was by her sister’s design; 
that she was having a terrible 
time at the party on purpose. 
"1 prefer to be alone,” she said, 
carefully choosing her words 
so that Ibuki would leave her 
be to complete her mind- 
numbingly boring task. 


Ibukis expression was 
neither bothered nor 
convinced. “Ibuki understands 
the need for alone time... but a 
rave-tastic party is where you 
go to have fun with friends.” 


That point was even more 
difficult to argue. If she wanted 
to be alone, she could leave, or 
she could have stayed home in 


the first place. Ibuki had every 
reason to belive that Mukuro 
was just a wallflower too shy 
to join in. Her persistence, 
although good-natured, was 
making ukuro’s mission 
of being ignored much more 
difficult. 


..Shit. Ibuki was waiting 
expectantly for a response. 
Scrambling to think of a non- 
unko-related excuse, Mukuro 
lurted out "I don't know 
anyone. I mean, I know who 
my classmates are, obviously, 
but—uh. I don't know anyone 
well...?” It was technically 
true, since she spent most 
of her time being bossed 
around by her sister, but it 
wasn't something she actually 
focused on or cared about. 


Despite how painfully 
embarrassing that display of 
semi-genuine X vulnerability 
was, Ibuki seemed pleased. 
"Parties are perfect friendship- 
makers!" 


Mukuro was cornered behind 
enemy lines. She started to 
consider finding some kind of 
excuse to slip away, but Ibuki 
opened her mouth to add 
something else, then suddenly 
paused and shut it again. As 
the current song ended and the 
opening notes of the next one 
began to play, Mukuro could 
practically see stars light up in 
her eyes. 


“Oh! Oh!! This is Ibuki's 
song!" 


“Your favorite?” 
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“Yes! ‘Cause Ibuki wrote 
this song, and all of Ibuki's 
songs are her favorites!” Ibuki 
unceremoniously thrust the 
camera into Mukuro’s hands. 
“Make sure to catch the whole 
show,” she urged. “Be right 
back!” 


The camera was light in 
Mukuro's hands. She stared 
down at it, feeling rooted to the 
spot. Of course, she could just 
ditch, Ibuki and her camera be 
damned... but she had to admit 
that she was a little bit curious. 
She held it steady, long used to 
filming her sister's impromptu 
fashion shoots; yet she wasn't 
sure what, exactly she was 
supposed to be filming this 
time. Ibuki bounced away, 
disappearing amongst the 
crowd, save for her cones. For 
a second, Mukuro thought she 
was about to fade from view 
completely—until Ibuki found 
her target. The other girl rose 
above the party, wobbling as 
she gained purchase on... was 
she standing on a table? 


Once she was safely upright, 
Ibuki sucked in a deep breath 
and shouted— 


“HELLOOOOO PARTY 
PEOPLE!" 


The assorted conversations 
around the room quieted down, 
the party's attention successfully 
captured. Mukuro pointed the 
camera directly at her. 


“ARE YOU READY TO ROCK?" 


Strumming furiously at 
the air, Ibuki appeared to be 
genuinely mimicking the real 
chords of the song. As the first 
verse began to play over the 
speakers, she screamed the 
lyrics with a fiery passion, and 
several people covered their 
ears. 


A short, blonde girl with 
pigtails briefly caught 
Mukuro's eye; the girl smiled 
and began to perform an 
elegant traditional dance that 
didnt match the music one 
bit. Another girl tugged at 
her own choppy purple hair, 
seeming distressed by all the 
screaming. A pink-haired boy 
let out a scream of his own— 
though it didn't appear that 
he was trying to sing along. 
Hiyoko Saionji, Mikan Tsumiki, 
Kazuichi Souda, Mukuro noted 
their names one by one, 
testing that she had retained 
the information. 


She recognized a few 
underclassmen, as well. A boy 
with spiky purple hair gave 
a thumbs up, encouraging 
Ibukis level of enthusiasm. 
A tiny redhead rubbed at her 
eyes and attempted to fall 
back to sleep standing up. 
Even the robot was transfixed, 
the sound of his clapping 
a repetitive clang of metal 
against metal. Kaito Momota, 
Himiko Yumeno, Kiibo. 


No matter how each person 
felt about her music, Ibuki 
was the life of the party. Junko, 
too, was the life of every party 
she attended, in a decidedly 
different way. 


Ibuki wanted to have fun, 
and she wanted everyone else 
to have fun, too. Junko's idea 
of fun had caused multiple 
breakups, hospital visits, and 
one situation where a girl got 
disowned by her parents. 


The chorus gave way to an 
intense guitar solo, and in the 
absence of Ibuki's shrieks, she 
began to flip her hair back and 
forth. It was some wonder that 
the cones managed to remain 
firmly attached to the top of 
her head. 


As Ibuki danced, the plastic 
beads of her necklace swung in 
time with her body. They shone 
lightly amidst the relatively 
dark room. They were cheap 
and disposable, the kind you 
purchase by the dozen from 
a party supply store... the 
kind you regret buying once 
you have to clean up the next 
morning and find them littered 
all over the ground. 


Mukuro was only familiar 
with them because of Junko— 
not that Junko herself would 
ever wear such cheap plastic. 
No, Junko insisted on attending 
various high profile parties, 
making use of her model 
status to form connections, 


manipulating and setting the 
stage for her grand schemes. 


All of Junko's jewelry was 
expensive, made from genuine 
diamonds and gold. Never lab- 
gown and always as unethically 
sourced as possible. She could 
tell you with glee about the 
sweatshop each one was 
undoubtedly made in, revelling 
in your discomfort, her laughter 
leaving you to wonder if it was 
just a joke in poor taste. 


It never was. 


Yet there was something 
mesmerizing about the way 
Ibukis plastic beads swayed 
from side to side. Their usually 
dull shine was brightened 
by the pulsing flashes of 
multicolored light—it was 
hard to tell what color they 
truly were as the room was 
bathed in red, then green, then 
purple. For just amoment, the 
lights changed to yellow. Ibuki 
jumped in time to the beat, 
the necklace flying up as she 
returned to the ground. 


Mukuro could’ve sworn, for 
just that split second, it was 
made of solid gold. 


The song wound down and 
faded out, then, and a few 
people cheered. Whether they 
had enjoyed it, or they were 
gladit was over, Mukuro wasn't 
certain. Still, she clapped 
along quietly. 
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“THANK YOU, THANK YOU! 
THAT WAS MY NEW SINGLE, 
“YOU LEFT YOUR DIRTY 
TOWEL IN THE LAUNDRY 
BIN OF MY HEART” CHECK IT 
OUT ON SPOTIFY!” 


With that, Ibuki hopped off 
the table and disappeared from 
Mukuro’s sight. The next song 
began to play, and conversation 
filled the room once more. 
She continued to film the 
aftermath—despite some 
earlier groans of disapproval, 
mirth spread through the 
crowd in Ibuki’s wake. Maybe 
her music wasn't for everyone, 
but her enthusiasm certainly 
was contagious. 


*Ya-hooo! Over here!" 


Mukuro turned to witness 
Ibuki bursting through the 
crowd, returning to her side 
with a second necklace at hand. 
"Ibuki thought you would 
like one too!” she offered 
in explanation, draping the 
plastic beads around Mukuro's 
neck. They were lightweight 
and warmer against her skin 
than any metal necklace would 
be. 


Curiously, Ibuki howled in 
apparent delight. “There’s that 
happy party face” she said. 


"Mukuro-chan has a nice 
smile!" 


Mukuro brought her fingers 
to her cheeks, almost surprised 


to find that she was, in fact, 
smiling. 


Ibuki slung an arm around 
Mukuro's shoulders and 
retrieved her camera from the 
other girl's grip. "Sayyy cheez- 
its!" 


It was recording a video, not 
taking a stillimage, but Mukuro 
kept smiling regardless. 
Her and Ibuki's plastic bead 
necklaces shone dully on the 
screen. 


...Maybe it was alright if, just 
this once, she didn't tell Junko 


everything. 
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Afterward 


Thank you once again for supporting the 
Colors of Despair project. 


We would like to especially extend our gratitude to our wonderful 
team of contributors for making this entire zine possible. 


To those who purchased this book, we hope you enjoyed this 
rainbow of a journey, just as we were so thrilled and so fortunate 
to bring it to you. 


For the last time, 
STAY COLORFUL! 


All the images, characters, and assets used in this project belong to their 
respective owners. The project owners and admins only own their own artwork 
and do not claim ownership over anything else. This project falls under Fair Use. 


